The Hijtoryef 

Prince Come hither Francis. Francis My Lord, 
Prince How long haft thou to ferue, Francis? 

Francis Forfooth fiue yecres, and as much as Co 
Potties Francis, 

Francis Anone,anonefir. 

Vrince Fine yecres, berlady alongleafe for the clinching 0 f 
pewterjBuc Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play^the 
coward with thy indenture, andftiewitafairepaircof'hecies 
andrunnefromit. ' 

Francis O Lord fir, Ilebefworne vponall bookesinEno- 
land J could find in my heart, 

Poines Francis, Franrirhnon fir. 

Prince How old art thou, France? 

Francis Let me fce,about Michaelmas next I lhal be 
Poines Francis. 

Francis Anonelir,pray you ftaya littlemy Lord. 

Prince Nay but harke you Francis for thefugar thou <r a u e ft 
m c,t’wasapeny worth, waft not? 

Francis OLord,I would ithad beenetwo. 

Prince I wilgiue thee forit, athoufandpound, askemee 
when thou wilt.and thou ihalt haue it, 

C F owes Francis. Francis Anone,anone. 

Princes Anon eFrancui No Francis , but to morrow Francis'. 
Or Francis, on thurfeday or indeede Francis , when thou wilt- 
Bu t Francis. 

- ’Francis My Lord; • ..’o 

Prince Wiltthourobb this leatherneierkin^iftall button \ 
not-pated, agat ring, puke flocking, caddic'e garter, fmoothe 
tongue, Spainfli powch? : . ,-j 

F rancis O Lord fir, who do you meane? 

Prince Why then your browne baftardis your onely 
drinkeifor looke you F rancis ,y o\ii whkecanualTe doubletwill 
fulley. barbary fir.it cannot COrhcto lontuch. 

Francis VVhat fir? • ‘Pomes Francis. 

Prince Away yourogue,doftthoHnocbearethemcalI? 

^ Heere they hoth call himyhe drawer Hands amazed , nothnovting 
which vidytagoc. enter- Vintner. 

V wf,VVhat,fla'ndft thou flil,&hearft fucb a callingfiookc 


Henry the fourth. Hi 

t0 the thefts within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe a dozen 

more,areat thedoorc,lhall I let them in? 

Prin. Let then alone a while, Sc then open the doore:Poines. 

Pomes Anon, anon fir. Enter pomes. 

Poines Sirra, F alftalffc and the refte or the thceues are atthe 
doore,lhall we be merry? 

Voi. As merry as Cricketes.my lad, but harke yee.what cun- 
ning match hauctfou mad^with this left of the Drawer? come, 

what’s theilTue? . 

Frin. I am now of all humors,that haue fhewed themlelues 
humorSjfincethe olefdaies of goodmanAdam, to the pupil i 
age of this prelent tvvelueaclocke at midnight. What’s a clock 
Francis? 

Francis Anon, anon fir. 

Prin. That euer this fellow fhould haue fewer words then a 
Farrat,& yet the fonne of a woman , His induftry is vp ftaires 
and downeftairesjhis eloquence theparcell of a reckoning.I ■ 
am not yet of Percies mind,the Hotfpur of the North , he that 
kils me-fome fixe or feuen dozen of Scots at a breakfaft,walhes 
hishandes,& fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
vvorke.O my fweet Harry, fayes fhe!ho w many haft thou kild 
todayiGiue my Roane bdrfeadrench(faies he) and anfwer#, 
fomefourteene,an houreaftcr:atrifle,a trifle. Ipretheecallin • 
EalftalfFe.fle play Percy , and that damnde Brawne lhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife, FmoAuics the drunkard; cal in Ribs, K 
call in Tallow. • 

Enter Fa/fta/jfe. 

Poines Welcome lacke, where h aft thou beene? 

Fai. A plague ofal cowards I fay, and a vengeance tOO,mar- - - 
ry and Amen : giue meactvp of lack boy . H’re I leed this life 
long, lie foVye neathdrftockes, -arid mend them, and foote them 
too.A plague of all cowards, Giuemeacupof facke, rogue, is ~ 
there no vertue extant?" - hedrinketh , 

r Didft thou neuer fee Titan kitTeadilh of butter, piti- 

P®' Titau.that'melted'at thefweetc tale of the funne?if 
thou didlftheri 'behold that compound. 
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